!4              ENGLAND'S   HOUR

to believe anything unless I hear it from the

-B.B.C.!"

When the holidays are nearly over, I take the
children to Bournemouth to buy some new school
clothes. Like other health resorts at a safe dist-
ance from London and similar danger spots,
Bournemouth is booming. In the prosperous-
looking streets, throngs of visitors run to and
fro conspicuously carrying their gas-masks, The
containers reflect the personality of the owner;
they vary from biscuit-tins and cardboard boxes
to elaborate black suede carriers edged with
scarlet leather. Along the sunny front on the
cliff tops, all the hotels are crowded. The shop-
keepers, coining money, privately welcome the
weir. They do not realise how soon their own
hour of catastrophe will come upon them, nor
dream that, in less than twelve months, the South
Coast will become the front line and its tourist
traffic vanish*

A week later I am in Southampton on business
at the American Consulate.   Unlike the towns,
the little Forest railway stations between Bourne-
mouth and Southampton already wear a deso-
late appearance; they were made for pleasure,
and the sudden descent of business in the shape
of troops and military stores has overwhelmed
their small leisurely staffs,   Southampton, too,
looks   deserted   except   for   its   main   streets;
ubiquitous piles of sandbags already give it the